big eyes your* black hair how white your black hair
make you look* And how you walk I am watching you
a smell you give off like a flowr. Your eyes shine with
fiiistry and how you walk makes me sick like a fewer all
night thinking how you walk I could touch you you
would not know it. Every day But I can -not I must
pore out on paper must talk You do not know who.
Your lips like cupids bow when the day comes when I
press it to mine. Like I dreamed in a fewer from
heaven to Hell I know what you do I know more than
you think 1 see men vist you with bitter twangs. Be
care full I am a desprate man Nothing any more to
me now If you unholy love a man I will kill him.

"You do not anser. I know you got it I saw one in
your hand bag. You better anser soon I am desprate
man eat up with fewer I can not sleep for. I will not
hurt you but I am desprate. Do not forget I wiH not
hurt you but I am a desprate man."

Meanwhile the days accumulated. Not sad days nor
lonely: they were too feverish to be sorrowful^ what
with her nature torn in two directions and the walls
of her serene garden cast down and she herself like a
night animal or bird caught in a beam of light and
trying vainly to escape* Horace had definitely gone
his ways and like two strangers they followed the
routine of their physical days9 in an unbending
estrangement of long affection and similar pride be-
neath a shallow veneer of trivialities. She sat with
Bayard almost every day now? but at a discreet dis-
tance of two yards*

At first he had tried to override her with blusters
then with cajolery. But she was firm? and at last he
desisted and lay gazing quietly out the window or
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